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	1. Chapter 1

_Chapter One_

Everyone was excited to meet the new girl. Mike had said she was a bit different, and possibly only staying for a few weeks.

So when the day arrived, everyone gathered in the living room, waiting to meet her.

Carmen and Tee hoped that they would be able to become friends with her, as she was their age. Ryan was hoping she was gullible, and he could use her just like the others to get his way.

So when she finally entered the living room with Mike, they were shocked.

"Everyone, this is Grace," Mike introduced, his hand on her shoulder. Grace had long black hair, tied back, and there was a long scar from the end of her right eyebrow to the left corner of her mouth, running across her nose. It wasn't pretty.

She wore a light purple jumper that was a little too big for her, hiding her hands and the belt that held her dark jeans up. The jeans swamped her feet, the toes of her trainers barely visible.

On her back was a black bag, its straps worn down and faded.

Her eyes, however, were bright green, her gaze hovering on Ryan, a small smile on her lips. His face remained emotionless, but his eyes betrayed his shock and fear of the girl standing before him.

"Her eyes…" Tee whispered, barely loud enough for anyone to hear, her tone slightly jealous. Carmen nodded in agreement, but the attitude was ignored by Grace.

Ryan stood up, his blue eyes on her green ones, and smiled, "Hello Scarface."

Grace laughed softly, her eyes sparking, "Hello Ryan. It has been a long time."

He drew her into a hug, holding her close. None of the other residents had seen such emotion from Ryan before, and it made them wonder whether Ryan had a true personality, of if he was a different person for different people.

Well whatever the truth was, they liked what they were seeing, and they hoped it would stick around.

When the two broke apart, Ryan offered to take Grace and show her where her room was. Mike agreed, shocked beyond words.

He had never seen Ryan in that light, one where he cared about someone other than his family. Ryan never even bothered with his sister, and now he seemed to be attached to an old friend.

Grace picked up the suitcase by the stairs, but Ryan took it from her, willingly carrying it. He didn't catch the glare she sent him, but he smiled knowingly.

"Why are you here?" Ryan asked quietly as they made their way up the stairs. Grace shook her head, indicating that she didn't want to talk about it.

Ryan sighed, and said something he thought he'd never say, "I'm sorry. It was my fault."

"I forgave you long ago. It was an accident," Grace murmured, and placed her hand on Ryan's, "I missed you."

"Yeah… I missed you too," Ryan responded, stopping outside a door. He placed a hand on it, and pushed it open, "This is your room."

"Thanks, Ryan," She said, slipping inside the room.

He placed the suitcase on the flood and tucked it under her bed, out the way. He knew she liked her things a certain way, and always had a full suitcase under her bed. He would never look in it, but he knew it was important to her.

"I'll leave you to unpack," He told her, walking out the room. He shut the door behind him, and paused a few moments, before walking away, frowning. He had to find out why she was in care.

Grace put her black bag on the made bed, and sat down. She opened the bag, and pulled out the two framed photos that were on the top.

The first photo was of herself, Ryan, her sisters and her father. Her brother had taken it when they had gone to the theme park, and her mother was in hospital at the time. She was only 10 at the time, but it was one of her favourite memories.

The second photo was more recent, and was of herself and her mother, sat on a bench watching her sisters play. Her father had taken it, and it was the only picture of her mother that she had.

She placed the pictures on her bedside table, and took her clothes out her bag. She placed them in the drawers by the door. The last three things in her bag were the most important things.

She had her money that her father gave to her, her fluffy teddy bear blanket, and her teddy bear.

She could never sleep without her teddy bear. It was small and easily hidden, which meant she could hide it from the dog when he was looking for a toy to destroy. Of course, it was always cute to see the dog cuddled up with the teddy, but she never gave it too long before he would start chewing it.

She was given her blanket on her first birthday, and it was her comfort blanket, which meant whenever she was ill, she had it wrapped around her like a cloak.

She stuffed the old bag under her bed and pulled the suitcase out. She wouldn't unpack much, just her pens, pads and photo album. She couldn't live without her writing stuff; they were very important to her and they told the stories she couldn't put into full sentences.

She put the writing equipment on the desk by the door, and put the photo album in the drawer in her bedside table.

She looked around the room and smiled. It was a plain room, with a simple bed, a lightly coloured, wooden chest of drawers with wardrobe to match, and a basic desk and chair, probably for homework.

Grace nodded, happy with the situation, and left the room with the plan to make a few friends. She knew what Ryan was like and didn't want them to think the same of her, so she was going to try and prove their probable speculations wrong.


	2. Chapter 2

_Chapter Two_

Grace's quest was forgotten as Ryan walked out of the living room with his face blank of emotions. Grace instantly stopped him from going anywhere, and looked him in the eye.

"Hey, what happened? What did they say?" Grace asked, seeing the pain and fear in his eyes. He shook his head, and Grace reached up and cupped his chin with her hand.

When he was like this, he is unintentionally dangerous, willing to lie his way out, or accidently hurting someone in his pursuit of getting away.

"Tee said that I either tell people the truth, or they'll ask you," He whispered, before walking away. He left the words unspoken, but Grace knew that they'll ask her anyway.

Grace made her way through to the living room, where only a handful of people were now. There was a blonde boy with a red headed girl and a light brown haired boy playing a game, and a girl around Grace's age with a magazine in her hands.

Tee looked up as Grace entered the room. She wasn't a bad person, but she had to know why Ryan was so frustrating and lied to everyone about the past. She thought threatening him was the good way to go. Unfortunately, he had laughed and walked away, obviously leaving her a lack of choice.

Tee stood up, deciding to befriend the girl first. It was worth having friends when in care, friends you can actually trust, and even though Tee wanted answers, she wasn't going to be cruel, and outright ask. She had to be sneaky, because if she was friends with Ryan, she could be just as bad, too.

"Hi, I'm Tee," She said to Grace, smiling at her. It might have been her first time in a care home, and Tee wanted her to feel welcome.

"Hiya," Grace said, eying her warily. She may have just hurt Ryan, but she didn't want to make enemies early on. She was going to be friendly and polite, because that was what she was brought up to be, no matter of your feelings to that person.

"If you don't mind me asking, where did you get that scar?" Tee asked curiously, and Grace laughed softly.

"Oh, I fell down the stairs when I was younger," Grace explained, running her hand over her scar. Now that Grace was closer to tee, she could see the little lines branching off the main scar.

Tee thought that just a fall down the stairs couldn't cause that, so she asked how she managed to have such a large scar.

Grace laughed again, "It was just before my sisters were born, and Mum and I had just gone shopping. We lived on the top floor of our block of flats, and I tripped over a toy that the new neighbours had dropped while taking a box in. I fell down 9 flights of stairs. The building was really old, and the stairs had nails sticking out. Well… you can guess the rest."

"So you were just very unlucky?" Tee asked, and Grace could see it was just pure curiosity.

Grace nodded, and she realised she should have told the complete truth, but she didn't want to hurt Ryan, and make everyone hate him more than they obviously already did. She decided to just say something simple, and not admit the truth, "I just have two left feet."

It was then May-Li walked in, "Lunch is ready, guys."

Tee smiled, and led Grace into the dining room, and they both sat down. More kids filed in to the kitchen/dining room, and sat down as lunch was served. It was lasagne with garlic bread. Plates quickly got filled, and everyone started eating.

Ryan watched Grace from the end of the table, as she smiled and chatted with Tee and Carmen. He knew he shouldn't feel jealous, but he had just got her back. He wasn't ready to lose her to the girls yet. He wanted her to stay his in every way possible, and he didn't want to share. Not yet.

Grace looked towards him and caught the look of jealousy on his face. She took the opportunity, while the girls were talking to Floss, the red headed child who had demanded to know about the scar, but Tee hadn't liked it.

She smiled at Ryan and mouthed, "I'm still yours."

She loved him, he was her brother in everything but blood, and she would always be his girl. His to love. To protect. And she had always looked after him, and he looked after her, but it wasn't ever enough. It was never enough.

Grace watched him relax, and she tuned back into the conversation that Carmen had started about hair and make-up.

Ryan turned back to his food, and finished what was left on his plate. He stood and walked out the kitchen instantly, without saying a word to anyone. As he left, a small smile played on his lips, and for the first time since he went into care, he was truly relaxed for the first time.

Grace shook her head at his actions. It was classic Ryan, but no one seemed to notice as they stared at the door he had just disappeared through. Tee glanced at Grace curiously as she chuckled softly, barely audible to her own ears, and decided Ryan's actions were not unusual to Grace.

"Bailey," May-Li started, and the skinny black kid turned his head to her.

"Yeah, I'll do it in a minute," He grumbled, and shoved the last few pieces of lasagne in his mouth before standing up. He collected the empty plates, and took them over to the sink to start washing them up.

Tee grabbed Grace's hand and dragged her out the kitchen. The girls were talking about make overs and whether they should do one for Grace. Grace didn't care, but she'd let them do it if they wanted. It wouldn't be a big deal.

As the got up the stairs, Ryan was just coming out of his bedroom. He smirked at the three girls, rolling his eyes. With a quick thumbs up to Ryan, Grace entered the pink bedroom after the girls, and shut the door.


End file.
